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King RIic HARD the Third. 


ACT Lk 
SCENE, 4 Garden in the Tower. 
Enter Lieutenant and Servant. 
LIEUTENANT. 
AS King Henry walk'd forth this morning? 
Ser. No, Sir, but tis near his hour. 
Lieu, At any time when you fee him here, 
Let no ſtranger into the garden; | 
would not have him ſtar'd ar—See who's that, 
Now entering at the gate? [ Knecking without. 
Ser. Sir, the Lord Stanley. 
Lieu. Leave me 


Enter Lord Stanley. 5 
My noble Lord, you're welcome to the Tower; 
] heard laſt night you late arriv'd with news 
Of Ederard's victory to his joyful Queen. 

Stan, Yes, Sir, and I am proud to be the man 
That firſt brought home the laſt of civil broils ; 
The houſes row of York and Lancaſter, | 
Like bloody brothers fighting for their birth-right, 
No more ſhall wound the parent, that would part them: 
Edward now fits ſecure on England's throne. 
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Lieu. Near Tewkſbury, my Lord, I think they fought ; 
Stan. Sir, I was poſted home, 
Ere an account was taken of the ſlain ; 
Bur as I left the field, a proclamation , 
From the King was made in fearch of Edward, 
Son to your priſoner, King Henry che ſixth. 
Which gave reward to thoſe diſcover'd him, 
And him his life, if he'd ſurrender. | 
Lieu. TOI young prince, I fear's unlike his fa- 
Too high of heart to brook ſubmiſſive lifes 
This will be heavy news te Henry's ear, 
For on this battle's caſt his all was ſer. 
Stan. King Henry and ill fortune are familiar; 
He ever threw with an indifferent hand, 
But never yet wes known to loſe his pati 
How does he paſs the time in his confinement ? 
Lieu. As one whole wiſhes never reach'd a crown 
The King ſeems dead in him but as a man 
He fighs ſometimes in want of liberty. 
Sometimes he reads, and walks, and wiſhes 
That fate had bleſs'd him with an humbler birr!!, 
Not to have felt the falling from a throne. 
Stan Were it not poſlible to ſee this King? 
"They ſay, he'll freely talk with Edward's friends, 
And ever treats them with reſpe& and honour. 
Lien. This is his uſual time of walking forth 
(For he's allowed the freedom of the garden) 
After his morning prayer ; he ſeldom Fails 
Behind this arbour we unſeen may ſtand 
A while to obſerve him. (They retire. 


Enter King Heriry in mourning. 

Hen. By this time the deciſive blow is ſtruck, 
Either my Queer and ſon are bleſsd with victory, 
Or Pun the cauſe no more of civil broils! 

Wov'd I were dead, if Heaven's will were ſo, 
For what is in this world but grief and care? 
What noiſe and buſtle do kings make to find it? 


When 


re. 


en 
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When life's but a ſhort chaſe, our game content, 


Which moſt purſu'd, is moſt compell'd to fly; 


And he that mounts him on the ſwifteſt hope, 


Shall often run his courſer to a ſtand : 


While the poor peaſant from ſome diſtanc hill, 
Undanger'd and at eaſe, views all the ſport, 
And ſees conteart take ſhelter in his cottage. 
Stan. He ſeems extremely mov'd. 
Lieu, Does he know you ? 
Stan, No, nor would I have him. 
Lieu. We'll ſhew ourſelves. (They come forwar:. 
Hen. Wi hy, there's another check to proud ambition; 
That man receiv'd his charge from me, and now 
I'm his priſoner———he locks me to my reſt, 
Such an unlook'd for change who cou'd ſuppoſe, 
That ſaw bim kneel to kiſs the hand that ruisd him? 
But that I ſhould not now complain of; 
Since I from thence may happily derive - 
His civil treatment of me Morrow, Lieutenant, 
Is any news arri d Who's that with you? 
Lien. A gentleman that came laſt night expreſs 
From Tewkſbury we've had a battle. | 
Hen, Comes he ro me with letters, or advice ? 
Lie, Sir, he's King Edward's officer, your foe. 
Hen. * he won't flatter me—You're welcome, 
= _—— 
Not lefs becauſe you are King Edward's friend, 
For I have almoſt learn'd myſelf to be ſo: 
Cou'd T but once forget I was a King, 
I might be truly happy, and his ſubjeQ. 
You've oF a battle; is it not fo? 
” 


Stan, have, Sir how —will reach your ear too 
oon. 

Hen. If to my loſs, it can't too ſoon—pray ſpeak, 
For fear oder ibid greater than it 1s. 4 
My Queen! my ſon! fay, Sir, are they living? 

Stan. Since my arrival, Sir, another poſt 
Came in and brought us word, your Queen and ſon 
Were priſoners now at Tewkſbury. * 

fer. 
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Hen, Heav'n's will be done! the hunters have 'em 
now, 
And I have only ſighs ard prayers.to help em. 
Stan, King Edward, Sir, depends upon his ſword, 
Yer prays heartily, when the battle's won; 
And ſoldiers love a bold and active leader. 
Fortune, like women, will be cloſe purſu'd : 
The Engliſh are high mettled, Sir, and 'tis 
No eaſy part to fit em well. -King Edward 
Feels thete temper, and 'twill be hard to throw him. 
Hen, Alas! | thought em men, and rather hop'd 
To win their hearts by mildnefs than ſeverity, 
My foul was never form'd for cruelty : 
In my eyes juſtice has ſeem'd bloody. 
When on the city gates I have beheld 
A traytor's quarters parching in the ſun, 
My blood has rurn'd with horror at the fight ; 
I took em down, and bury'd with his limbs 
The memory of the dead mai.*s deeds . perhaps 
That pity made me look leſs terrible, 
Giving the mind of weak rebellion ſpirit ; 
For kings are put in truſt for all mankind, 
And when themſelves take injuries, who is ſafe ? 
If fo, I have deferv'd theſe frowns of fortune, 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. Sir, here's a gentleman brings a warrant 
For his acceſs to King Henry's preſence. 
Leu. I come to him, 
Stan, H s buſineſs may require your privacy ; 
Ill leave you, Sir, wiſhing vou all the good 
That can be wiſh'd—not wronging him I ſerve. 
Hen. Farewel ! (Ex-unt.) who can this be! a ſudden 
coldneſs, | | 
Like the damp hand of death has ſeiz'd my limbs; 
I fear ſoine heavy news. 5 


Enter Lieutenant. 
Who is it, good Lieutenant ? 
Lieu. A Gentleman, Sir, from Tewkſbury, —he ſeems 
A melancholy mefſenger—for when I aſk'd 
| What 


29 


ms 
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What news, his anſwer was a deep fetch'd ſigh; 
I would not urge him, but I fear tis fatal. (Exit, 
Enter Treſſel in mourning. 
Hen, Fatal indeed ! his brow's the title page, 


Thar ſpeaks the nature of a tragic volume. 
Say, friend, how does my queen! my fon! 


| Thou trembleſt, and the whiteneſs of thy cheek, 
ls apter than thy tongue to tell the errand. 


Ev'n ſuch a man, fo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night ; 


And would have told him half his Troy was burn'd, 


But Priam found the fire ere he his tongue, 

And | my poor ſon's death ere thou relat'ſt it. 

Now would'ſt thou fay —vour fun did thus and thaté. 
And thus your Queen—ſo fought the valiant Oxford ; 
Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds ; 

But in the end, (to ſtop my ear indeed) 


Thou haſt a figh to blow away this praiſe, 


Ending with Queen and ſon, ard all are dead. 
Trefſ. Your Queen yet lives, and many of your friends,-- 
But for my Lord your fon.— 
Hen. Why, he is dead! vet fpeak | charge thee ! 
Tell thou thy maſter his ſuſpicion lies, 
And I will take it as a kind diſgrace, 
And thank thee well for doing me ſuch wrong. 
Treſſ. Would it were wrong to lay ; but, Sir, Your 
fears are true. 
Hen. Vet for all this, fav not, my ſon ts dead. 
Tref. Sir, I am ſorry | muſt force vou to 
Believe, what, would to Heav'n ! I had not ſeen : 
But in this laſt battle near Tewkſbury, 
Your fon, whoſe active ſpirit lent a fire, 
Ev'n to the dulleſt peaſant in our camp ; 
Stiil made his way where danger ſtood to oppofe him. 
A braver youth of more courageous heat, 
Ne'er ſpurr'd his courſer at the trumpet's ſound, 


But who can rule the uncertain chance cf war? 


In fine, king Edward won the bloody field, 
Whereboth your Queen and ſon were made his priſoners. 
Flen, 
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Hen, Yet hold! for oh, this prologue lets me in 

'To 2 molt fatal tragedy to come. 

Dy'd he priſoner. ſay'ſt thou? how ? by grief, 

Or by the bloedy hands of thoſe that caught him? 
Treſſ. After the fight, Edward in triumph aſk'd 

To ſce the captive Prince—the Prince was brought, 

Whom Edward roughly chid for bearing arms ; 

Aſking what reparation he could make | 

For having ſtirr'd his ſubjects to rebellion ? 

Your ſon, unpatient of ſuch taunr, reply'd, 

Bow like a ſubject, proud, ambitious Vork; 

While I, row 1 king with my father's mouth, 

Propoſe the ſelf f. ſame rebel words to thee, 

Which, traytor, thou would'ft have me anſwer to. 

From theſe, more words aroſe ; till in the end 

King Edward, ſwell'd with what th' unhappy priace 

At ſuch a time too freely ſpoke, his gauntler 

In his young face with indignation ſtruck: 

At which, crook'd Richard, Clarence, and the reſt, 

Bury'd their fatal daggers in his heart. 

In bloedy ſtate I ſaw him on the earth, 

From whence with life he never more ſprung up. 

Hen, Oh! had'it thou ſtabb'd at every word's deli- 

verance, | 

Sharp ponĩards in my fleſh, while this was told, 

Thy wounds had giv'n leſs anguith than thy words. 

Oh ! heav'ns, methinks I ſee my tender lamb 

Gaſping beneath the ravenous wolves fell gripe ! 

But ſay, did all—did they all ſtrike him, ſay'ſt thou? 
Trefſ. All, Sir, but the firſt wound duke Richard gave. 
Hen. There let him ſtop} be that his laſt of ills! 

Oh barbarous ac] unhoſpitable men ! | 

Againf the rigid laws of arms to kill him! 

Was't not enough, his hope of birth-right gone, 

But muſt your hate be levelled at his life? 

Nor cou'd his father's wrongs content you? 

Nor cou'd a father's grief difſuade the deed ? 

You have no children—(butchers if you had) 

The thought of them would ſure have fſtirr'd reworlc. 

Tref. Take comfort, Sir, and hope a better day. 

| Fir. 
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Hen. Oh! who can hold a fire in his hand, 
By thinking on the froſty Caucaſus ? 
Or wallow naked in December's ſnow, 
By bare remembrance of the ſummer's heat ? 
Away——by Heaven I ſhall abhor his fight, 
Whoever bids me be of comfort more! 
If thou wilt ſooth my ſorrows, then I'll thank thee ; 
Ay, now thou'rt kind indeed ! theſe tears oblige me. 
Treſſ. Alas! my Lord, I fear more evil tow'rds you. 
Hen. Why let it come, | ſcarce can feel it now, 
My preſent woes have beat me ta the ground; 
And my hard fate can make me fall no lower ! 
What can it be give it its uglieſt ſnape Oh my poor 
boy ! ; 
Treſſ. A * does that; it comes in Glo'ſter's form, 
Hen, Frightful indeed! give me the wortt that 
threatens. | | 
Treſſ. After the murder of your ſon, ſtern Richard, 
As if unfated with the wounds he had given, 
With unwaſh'd hands went from his friends in hafte ; 
And being aſk'd by Clarence of the cauſe, 
He, low'ring, cry'd, Brother, I muſt to the Tower; 
ve buſineſs there; excuſe me to the King; 
Before you reach the town, expect ſome news; 
This ſaid. he va ni ſh'd and I hear's arriv'd. 
Hen. Why then the period of my woes is ſet; 
For ills but thought by him, are haif perform d. 


P 


Enter Lieutenant. 


Lieu. Forgive me, Sir, what Pm compell'd robe, 
An order for your cloſe confinement, 

Hen. Whence comes it, good Lieutenant ? 

Lieu. Sir, from the duke of Glo fer. 

Hen. Good night to all then; I obey it; 
And now, iend, ſuppoſe me on my death bed, 
And take of me thy laſt, ſhort, living leave. 
Nay, keep thy tears till thou haſt ſeen me dead: 
And when in tedious winter nights, with good 
Old folks, thou ſiit'ſt up late 

ds = To 
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To hear em tell the diſmal tales, 
Of times long paſt, ev'n now with woe remember'd, 


Before thou bidd'ſt good-night to quit their grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable fail of me, 


And ſend thy hearers weeping to their beds. (Exeunt. 
Enter Richard. 


Rick. Now are our brows bound with victorious 


wreaths ; 

Our ſtern alarms are chang'd to merry meetings; 
Our dreadful marches to delightful meaſures. 
_ Grim-viſag'd war has ſmooth'd his wrinkl'd front. 
And now, inſtead of mounting barbed ſteeds, 
To fright the ſouls of ſearful — 
He capers nimbly in a lady chamber, 

'To — fafcivious pleaſing of a lute: 
Aut I. that am not ſhap'd for ſportive tricks, 
I, that am curtail d of man's fair proportion; 
Deforw'd, unfimſh'd, ſent before my time 
Into this breath: .ng world, ſcarce half made up. 
And that fo lamely and unfaſhionable, 
That dogs bark at me as I halt by em; 
Why I, in this weak, this piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to paſs away my hours, 
Unleſs, to ſee my thadow in the fun, 
And deſcant on my own deformity ; 
Then, ſince this earth affords no joy to me, 
But to command, to check, and to oferbear ſuch 
As are of happier perſon than myſelf; 
W hy then to me this reſtleſs world's but hell, 
Till this miſhapen trunk's aſpiring head 
Be circled in a glorious diadem 
But then tis fixed on ſuch an height! oh! 1 
Mauſt ſtretch the utmoſt reaching of my foul, 


Tl climb betimes without remorſe or dread, 
And * firſt flep mn be on Fenry's head. 
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SCENE, A Chamber in the Tower : 
King Henry /leeping. 


Enter Lieutenant, 


Lieu, Aſleep ſo ſoon ! but forrow minds no ſeaſons, 
The morning, noon, and night with ber's the ſame ; 
She's fond of any hour that yields repoſe. 

Hen. Who's there? Lieutenant! is it you? come bi 

ther, | | 

Lieu. You ſhake, my Lord, and look affrighted. 

Hen. Oh A have had the fearful ſt dream! ſuct: 

Ights, | 
Thar, as I live, | | 
I would not paſs another hour ſo dreadfu!, 
'Tho' *twere to buy a world of happy days. 
Reach me a book I'll try if reading can 
Divert theſe melancholy thoughts. 
Enter Richard. 
Rich, Good day, my Lord; what, at vcur book o 
| hard? 
I diſturb you. 
Hen. You do indeed. | 
Rich. Go, friend, leave us to ourſelves, we muſt 
. confer. 

Hen. What bloody ſcene has Roſcius now to act? 

f (Exit Lieu. 

Rich. Suſpicion always haunts the guilty mindd 
The thief does fear each baſh an officer. 

Hen. Where thieves without controlment rob and 

kill, 
The traveller does fear each buth a thief ; 
The poor bird that has been already lim'd, 
With trembling wings miſdoubts of every buſh ; 
And I, the hapleſs mate to ane ſweet bird, 
Have now the fatal object in my eye, 
By whom my young one bled, was caught, and kill“. 
| Rich, Why, what a peeviſh fool was that of ow 
; bat 
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That taught his ſon the office of a fowl, 

And yet for all his wings 4 was . 
Thou thould'ſt have taught thy n alone, 
And then he had not — ky = with elimbing. 


Hen. Ah} kill me with thy weapon, not with words! 


My breaſt can better brook thy dagger's point, 
Than can my ears that piercing ftory ; 
But wherefore do'ſt thou come, is't for my life ? 
Rich, Think'lt thou I am an executioner? 
Hen, If murthering innocents be executing, 
Then thou' rt the worſt of executioners. 
Rich, Thy fon 1 kill'd for his prefumption. 
Hen, Had'ſt thou been killed when fert thou did'ſt 
preſume, 
Thou had'ſt not hv'd to kill a ſon of mine : 
How many old men's ſighs, and widows moans ?— 
But thou wer't born to maſſacre mankind. 
How many orphans water-ſtanding eyes, 
| Men for their ſons, wives for their huſbands fate, 
And children-or their parents timeleſs death, 
Will rue 'the hour that ever thou wer't born : 
The ow! ſhriek d at thy birth, an evil ſign ; 
The night-crow cry d, foreboding luckleſs time; 
Dogs howPd, and hideous tewpeſts ſhook down trees ; 
The raven rook'd her on the chimney's rop, 
And chattering pies in diſmal difcords ſung ; 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pam, 
And yet brought forth leſs than a mother”s hope. 
"Teeth had'ſt thou in thy head, when thou wer t born, 
Which plainly ſaid thou cam'ſ> to bite mankind ; 
And if the reſt be true which I have heard, 
Thou cam'ſt. 


| Rich. Ell hear no more die, prophet, in thy ſpeech, 
For this amongſt the reſt was I ordain d. (: him. 


Hen. Oh! and for much more flaughter after this: 
Juſt heav'n, forgive my fins, and pardon thee. (Dies. 
Rich. What ! will the aſpi piring blood of Lancaſter 
Siak in the ground ?—I 4 it would have mounted. 
See how my ſword weeps for the poor king's death. 
O, may ſuch purple tears be always ſhed 1 
rom 
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From thoſe that wiſh the downfal of our houſe. 

If any ſpark of life be yet 72 

Down, down to Hell, and ſay, I ſent thee thither, 

I that have neither pity, love, nor fearf _ 
Indeed, tis true, what Henry told me of; 


For I have often heard my mother fay, 


I came into the world with my legs forward ; 


The midwife wonder'd, and the women cry'd, 
- Good Heay'n, bleſs us, he is born with teeth! 


And ſo I was, which plainly fignify'd, 
That I ſhould ſnarl and bite, and play the dog. 
Then, fince the Heav'ns have ſhay'd my body ſo, 
Let Hell make crook'd my mind to anſwer it; 

have no brother, and am like no brother; 

And this word love, which grey-beards call divine, 
Be reſident in men, like one another; | 

And not in me—l] am—myſelf alone. 

Clarence, beware, thou keep'ſt me from the light ; 
But, if 1 fail not in my deep intent, | 
Thou'ſt not another day to live ! which done, 


 Heav'n take the weak King Edward to his mercy, 


And leave the world for me to buſtle in. 

But ſoft—]'m ſharing ſpoils before the field is won. 

_ Clarence fill breathes, Edward fill lives and reigns, - 
When they are gene, then muſt I count my Gains. (Exit. 


End of the Firt ACT. 


. 
SCENE, St. Paul's. 


Treſſ 
you to. 

Stan. | came amongſt 3 

| oor 
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Poor King Henry ; 'tis a diſmal fight : 
But yeſterday I ſaw him in he Tower ; | 
His talk is ſtill fo freſh within my memory, 
That I cou'd weep to think how fate has us'd him. 
I wonder where's Duke Richard's policy, 
In ſuffering him to be expos d to view; 
Can he believe that men will love him for't ? 

Treſſ. O yes, Sir, love him, as he loves bis brothers. 
When was you with King Edvard, pray, my Lord? 
I hear he leaves his food, is melanch . 
And his phyſicians fear bim mightily. 
Stan. "Tis thought he'll ſcarce recover. 
2 ½ 122 and hear more news of him? 

reſſ. 1 am oblig'd to pay attendance here : 

Tie Lady Anne has licence to remove 
King Henry's corpſe, to be interr'd at Cher!/ey ; 
And I am engag'd to follow her. 
Stan, Mean you King Henry's daughter-in-law ? | 
Treſſ. The ſane, Sir, widow to the late Prince 


Whom Glo'fter kill'd at Tewkſbury. 

| Stan, Alas! poor lady, ſhe's ſeverely us'd 3 

And yet I hear Richard attempts her love: 
W he's done her ſhau'd diſcourage 


Tri 


fright him: 
He ſent for leave to viſit her this morning, 
And ſhe was forc'd.to keep her bed to avoid bim : 
But ſee, the is arriv'd==will you along 
To ſee this doleful;ceremony ? . | 
Stan. I'll wait on you. ( (Exeunt. 


Enter Richard, 


Rich, "Twas has excuſe to avoid me,Alas ! 
She keeps no bed 
She has health enough to progreſs far as Chertſey, 
Tho? not r the fight of me. 

] cannot b her- | 
Why, love forſwore me in my mother's womb, 


And, 


ref. Neither thoſe wrongs, nor his own yy can 


en wid ft TY 


Brandiſh your fiery treſſes ia the ſky, 


King RicHard the: Third. 
And, for I ſhould not deal in his ſoft laws, 
He did corrupt frail nature with ſome bribe, 
To thrink my arm up like a wither'd ſhrub, 
To make an envious mountain on my back, 
W here fits deformity to mock my body ; 
To ſhape my legs of an unequal ſize, 
To diſproportion me in every part. 
And am I then a man to be belov'd ? 


13 


O monttrous thought! more vaia than my ambition. 


| Enter Lieutenant, haftily. 
Lieu. My lord, I beg your grace 
ich. Be gone, fellow ! Im not at leifure. 
Lieut, My Lord, the King your brother's taken ill. 
Rich, Pll wait on him, leave me, friend. 
Ha! Edward taken ill ! 
Wou'd he were waſted, marrow, bones and all, 
That from his loins no more young brats may riſe 
To croſs me in the golden time I look for. 
SCENE draws and diſcovers 


| Lady Anne in mourn- 
ing, Lord Stanley, Treſſel, Guards and Bearers, wi:/: 
King Henry's body. 


But fee l my love appears look where ſhe ſhines, 
Darting pale luſtre, like the ſilver moon, 
Thro' her dark veil of rainy ſorrow! 

So mourn'd the dame of Epheſus her love; 
And thus the ſoldier, arm'd with reſolution, 

Told his ſoit tale, and was a thriving wooer ; | 
Tis true, my form perhaps will little move her, 
But Vve a tongue ſhall wheedle with the devil: 

Yet hold, ſhe mourns the man whom 1 have kill'd. 
Firſt let her ſorrows take ſome vent—ſtand here, 
PII take her paſſion in its wain, and turn 
This ſtorm of grief to gentle drops of pity 
For his repentant murderer. 


; 


(Ae relives. 
Lady Anne. Hung be the heav'ns with black, yield 
day to night, 
Comets, importi 


porting change of time and ſtares, 


And 
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And with em the bad revolt 

That have _—— o Ki — horay 
O be accurſt the hand that 
Accurſt the head that had the heart to do it; 
More direful hap beride that hated wretch, 

| I can wiſh to wolves, to ſpiders, toads, 
Or any creeping venom'd that lives : 
Neves ts lanes with ts 
More miſerable by the life of him, - 

Than I am now by Edward's death and thine ! 


Rich, + {ans what pains ſhe takes to curſe her- 


A 
L. Anne. If ever he have child abortive be i i, 2 
Prodigious and untimely brought to light, 
Whoſe hideous form, wick net unnatural aſpect 
May fright the hopeful mother at her view, | 

And that be heir to his unhappineſs ! 

Now on to Chertfey with your ſacred load. | 
Rich. Stay you that bear the eorſe, and fer it down. 
L. Anne. What black magician conjures up this hend 

To ſtop devoted charitable deeds ? 

Rich. Villains, ſer down the corfe, or by St. Paul, 

I'll make a corſe of him that diſobevs. 

Guard, My Lord, french back, and let the coffin paſs, 

Nich. Unmunner'd fave! 

Stand thou when ] command. 

Advance the halberr b than my breaſt, 

Or, DS In trike thee to my ber. 

, for this boldneſs. 
I 2. Wig { thou havne him thus, unfared 
nd? 


Thou had but power o'er his mortal 1 

His ſoul thou ean'ſt not reach, therefore de gone. 
Rich. Sweet ſaint, be not fo hard for charity. 
L. Anne, If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries, 

Why did'ſt thou do this deed ? cou'd not the laws 

Of man, of nature, nor of heav'n difſuade thee ? 

No beaſt fo fierce, bot knows ſome touch of ity. 
Rich, If want of pity be a crime fo hat 


Whence 


his blood, : 


Y 
T 
806 
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Whence is it thou, fair excellence, art guilty ? - 
L. Anne. What means the flancerer? 


Rich. Vouchſaſe, divine of a woman, 
Of theſe my crimes fuppor'd, to give me leave 


By circumſtance, to acquir F 
1. Anne. Then take that 1 whoſe bloody point 
fill reeks - 
With a life, with my lov'd lard's, young Ed- 
And here let out thy own Vappeaſ 


Rich. By ſuch deſpair, 1 — lait. 
L, Anne. Why, by 3 enly can't hos fad 
excus' 
Did'ſt thou not kill this King? 4 
Rich, I grant ye. 
L. Anne, Oh! 7 he was gentle, loving, mild, and 
virtuous : 
But he's in heaven, where thou can't never come. 
Rick, Was J not kind to ſend him thither then? 
He was much fitter for that place than earth. 
L. Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell! 
Rich. Yes one place elſe--if you will hear me name it. 
L. Anne. Some dungeon, 
Rick. Your bedchamber. 
ms reſt betide the chamber where thou 
Rich. So it will, madam, all 1 Be in your's. 
L. Anne. I hope ſo. 
Rich. I know ſo. But, gentle lady Anne, 
To leave this keen encounter of our tongues, 
And fall to ſomething, in more ſerious method : 
Is not the cauſer of the untimely deaths 
Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry, and Ed ward, 
As blameful as the 2xecutioner ? 
L. 2 Thou wer't the cauſe and moſt accure'd 
ect. 
Rich. Your beauty was the cauſe of that eſfect; 
Your beauty ! that did haunt me in my 
To undertake the death of all the world, 
Se I might live one hour in that ſoſt beſom ! 


L. Anne. 
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L. Anne, If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
Theſe hands ſhou'd rend that beauty from my cheeks. 
| Rich. Theſe eyes cou'd not endure that beauty's 


rack. | 
You ſhou'd not blemiſh it if I ſtood by: 
A all the world is nouriſhed by the ſun, 
So I by that—ir is my day! my liſe! 
L. Anne. 1 would it were to be revenged on thee. 
Nich. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 
To wiſh revenge on him that loves thee. 
L. Anne. Say rather, tis my duty, 


To ſeek revenge on him that kiiPd my huſband, 


Rich, Fair creature, he that kill'd thy huſband, 
Did it —— thee to a better huſband. 
L. Anne. His better does not breathe upon the earth. 
Rich. He lives, that loves thee better than he cou 
L. Anne. Name him. 
Rich. Plantagener. 
L. Anne. Why, that was ge. 
| Rich, The ſelf ſame name, but one of ſofter nature. 
L. Anne. Where is he? | 
| Rich, Ah! take more pity in thy eyes, and fee 
| him==here. 
I. Anne, Would they were baſiliſks to flrike thee 
| dead! 
Rich, I wou'd they were, that I _ die at once, 
3 


For now they kill me with a living dea 


Darting with cruel aim unpitied love; 
I never ſu'd to friend or enemy; 


Aly tongue could never learn ſweet ſoothing words; 


But now thy beauty is propos d my fee, 
My * ſues, and prompts my tongue to 
| eak. 

L. Anne. Is there a tongue on earth can ſpeak for 
thee ? 
Why doſt thou court my hate! 

Treſſ. Where will this end? ſhe frowns upon him yer. 
Stan, But yet ſhe hears him in her frowns—1 fear 

him. 

Rich. O teach not thy ſoft lip ſuch cold ——_— 


15 
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If thy relentleſs heart cannot forgive, | 
Lo, here I lend thee this ſharp-pointed ſword, 


Which, if thou pleaſe to hide in this true breaſt, 


And let the honeſt ſoul out, that adores thee ; 
I lay it naked to the deadly ftroke, 
And humbly beg that death upon my knee. 
L. Anne, What ſhall | ſay or do! direct me heav'n ; 
When ſtones weep, ſure the tears are natural, 
And heav'n itſelf inſtruQs us to forgive, 
When they do flow from a fincere repeatance. 
Rich, Nay do not pauſe, for 1 did kill King Henry, 
But *rwas thy wondrous beauty did provoke me; 


Nay, now diſfatch--'twas I that ſtabb'd young Edward, 


But 'twas thy heav'nly face that ſer me on; 

And I might til! perſiſt (ſo ſtubborn is 

My temper) to rejoice at what Pve done; 

But that thy powerful eyes (as roaring ſeas, 

Obey the changes of the moon) have turn'd 

My heart, and made it flaw with penitence. 

Take up the ſword again, or take up me! OE 

[She drops the ſwvord. 
L. Anne, No, tho' I with thy death, 

I will not be thy executioner. ; a 
Rich. Then bid me kill myſelf, and I will do it. 
J. Anne. I have already. 5 85 
Rich, That was in thy rage: 

Say it again, and even with thy word 

This guilty hand that robb'd thee'of-rhy love, 

Shall for thy love revenge thee on thy lover. 

To both their deaths ſhalt thou be accefſary. _ ; 
Treſſ. By heav'n, ſhe u ants the heart to bid him dot. 
Stan What think vou now, Sir? | 
Trefſ. Vu truck! I ſcarce can credit what I ſee. 
Stan. Why you, fee——a woman. ; 
Trefſ. When ſuture chronicles ſhall ſpeak of this, 

They will be thought romance, not hiſtory. 

Rich, What, not a word to pardon or condemn ? 

But thou art wiſe - and can't with ſilence kill me; 

Yet ev'n in death my proſtrate ſoul purſues thee ; 

Daih not the tears of peniterce away; 


I aſk 
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3 aſk. but leave to indulge my cold deſpair : | 
„ By heav'n there's joy in this extrava; 


„Of we melting, ſoſt, tis p 
Oh! tis teo much, rs mack for life to 
This aching tenderneſs of 

L. Anne. Wor't% thou nor Blame me to forgive thy 
crunes ? < 
Rich. They are nor to be forgiven no, not even 
Penitence can atone em O miſery 
Of thought! that ſtrikes me with at once repentance 
And deſpair——tho' unpardon'd, yield me pity. 
L. Anne. Wou'd | knew thy heart! 

Rich. *Tis figur'd in my tongue. 

L. Arne. | fear me both are falſe. 

Rich. Then never man was true. 

L. Anne. Put up thy ſword. 

Rich. Say then, my peace is made, 

L. Anne. That ſhak thou know hereaſter. 

Rick, But ſhall I live-in hope? 
L. Anne, All men I hope, live fo. 
Rich. I ſwear, bright ſaint, I am not what I was, 
Thoſe eyes have turn d my ſtubborn heart to woman; 
This goodneſs makes me ſoft in penitence, 
And m harſh thoughts are tum d to peace and love, 
Oh! it thy poor devoted ſervant might 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou would'ſt confirm his happineſs for gver. 

L. Anne, What is it? 
Rich. That it may pleafe thee, leave theſe ſad defigns 
Þe pr A . cauſe to be. mourner, 

ent repair to Crofb oule ; 

| Where after I have ſolemnly — 
At Chertſey-monaſt'ry this injur d King, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 
I will with all expedient duty fee you: 
For divers unknown reaſons, I beſeech you 
Grant me this favour. 
TL. Anne. I do, my lord—and much it joys me too 
To ſee you are become ſo penitent. 


Treſſel and Stanley, go along with me. 


ruin, 


Rich, 


＋ 


1 But ſince you teach me how to flatter yu, 


On me, that halt, and am miſhapen thus! 
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Rich. Bid me farewell. ; 
I. Amr. Tu more than you deſerve, | 


Imagine 1 have ſaid farewel already. 
Guard, Towards 2 . 
Rich, to W hite-Friars, t a 

"_ n 

Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? | 

Was ever woman in this humour won? 

Pll have her, but I will not keep her long. 

What! I that kill'd her huſband and her father, 

To take her in her heart's extremeſt hate, 

With curſes in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 

The bleeding witneſs of my hatred-by, 


Haring heav', — and theſe bars againſt 


And Ino friends to back my fuit withal, 
But the plain devil, and diſſembling looks! 


And yet to win her! all the wn to nothing! 
Can ſhe abaſe her beauteous eyes on me, 
Whoſe all not equals Edward's moiety. 


My dukedom to a widew's chaſtity 
I do wiſtake my perſon all this w ile : 
Upon my life ! ſhe finds, altho' I cannot, 
Myſelf to be a marvellous proper man, 
I'll bave my chambers lin'd with looking-glaſs ; 
And entertain a ſcore or two of taylors, 
To itudy faſhions to adorn my body : 
vince I am crept in favour with myſelf, 
2 it with ſome * 
Pll turn St. Harry to his grave, 
And then return lamenting to my love. 


Shine out, fair Sun, till I ſalute 7, 

That 1 229 Exit. 
SCENE, the Preſence. 

Enter Buckingham, haflily meeting Lord Stanley. 

Buck, Did you ſee the Duke? 


Stan, 


20 — The'Tragical Hisrony of 
Stan. What Duke, my Lord? 
Buck. His Grace of Glo'fter, did you ſee him ? 


Stan. Not lately; my Lord—lI hope no ill news. 
Buck. The worlt 


Edward, the King! ' dis royal brother's dead! | 

Stan. "Tis ſad indeed I wiſh by your impatience 

To acquaint him tho', you think.it ſo to him: [Hfide, 

Did the King, my Lord, make any mention 

Of a protector for his crown and children? 
Buck. He did—Duke Richard has the care of both. 
Stan, That nd news you are aRatd to tell him too, 


[ Afede. 
| Buck. Hell ſpare no toil I'm ſure to . his 1 
Stan. Pray heav'n he's not too dili [ Afede. 


My Lord—lIs not that the Dutcheſs York 
The King's mother! coming I fear to viſit him. 
Buck. Tis ſhe—little thinking what has befallen us. 


| Enter Dutcheſs of York. 


Dutch. York, Good day, my lords, -how takes the 
King his reſt ? 
Buck. Alas! madam. too well—he ſleeps for ever. 
Dutch. York. Dead | good heav'n —_— me ! 
— Buck, Madam, was my unhappy lot to hear 
His laſt departing groans, and cloſe his eyes. 
Dutch. York. Another taken from me too! why juſt 
heav'n ! 
Am ſtill left the laſt in life and woe? 
Firſt I bemoan'd a noble huſband's death, 
Yer liv'd by looking on his images: 
But now my laſt ſupport is gone—Firſt Clarence, 
Now Edward is for ever taken from me: 
„goth crutches now the unrelenting hand 
Of death has ftricken from my feeble arms, 
And I muſt now of force fink down with ſorrow. 
Buck. Your youngeſt ſon, the noble Richard lives. 
His love, I know, * | feel his mother's cares, 
And bring new comfort to your latter days, 
Dutch, I. ork. Twere new indeed! for yet of him Pre 
none, Unleſs 


W 


= > > org 


*%. tas >. — 
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Unleſs a churliſh diſobedience may, 
Be counted from a child a mother's comfort. 
From his malicious grudge, I know my ſon, 
4 * — deagh yas feſt commriv'd 5 
= may his penitence find heav'n's mercy ! 
Where is the Q my Lord? 


Buck, I left . in ſorrow, 
Who have with much ado perſuaded her — 


de, Io leave the body ——— Madam, -- +a 
Enter Queen, Rivers, and Dorſet. 
do you thus my ? 
9 
My mother too in tears! freſh forrow ftrikes 
My heart, at ſight of every friend, that Iod 
rr adkaky oy 4 he is dead! 
Edward my Lord, thy ſon, our King is dead! 
| O! that my eyes cou'd weep away my ſoul, 
Then I might follow, worthy of his hearſe ! 
Stan. Your duty, madam, of a wife is dead, 
And now the mother only claims your care, 
he Think on the Prince your fon, 1 
I And let his coronation clear your eyes, 
er. Bury your griefs in the dead Edward's grave, 
Revive your joys on living Edward's throne. 
| Queen, Alas! that thought but adds to my afflic- 
tions ; 
uſt New tears for Edward gone, and fears for Edward 


livin 


An helpleſs c Aid, and his minority 
I in the truſt of bis tern uncle Gloſter, 
A man that frowns on me, and all ofmine. 
| _ Buck, Judge not fo hardly, madam, of his bez 
Your ſon zu in biz a father's care. 


Enter Richard behind. 


= ek 


| Rich, Why, ay; theſe tears look well—ſorrow' s 
es. the mode, 
And every one at court muſt wear it now: 
With all my * z PIl not * of faſhion: [Afede. 


"yy Queen. 
eſs | 
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| Queen, Lord, Juſt heav'n know 1 never hated 
| But wou'd on any terms embrace his 1 


Buck. S 


know him yours. 
18 OI Sor tur als 


We meet lite men, that had forgot to ſpeak. 
Buck. We may remember, our argument 
Is ny tgo mournful to admit much talk: 
Rich. is indeed? peace be with him who made it ſo, 

Siſter, take comfort tis true, we've all cauſe 
To mourn the dimming of our ſhining ftar ; 7 

But ſorrow never could revive the dead: : 

And if it cou'd, hope wou'd prevent our tears; 

So we muſt weep, becauſe we weep in vain. 

Madam, my mother—l do cry a mercy, 

My grief was blind did not ſee at rnd 

Moſt humbly. _— I crave your b _ 
Dutch. Yak. ou haſt it, and may thy charitable 

Heart and tongue love one another; may heav'n 
Endo thy breaſt with moekneſs and obedience. 
Rick. Amen, and make me die a old man: 

That's the old but- end of a mother's bleſſing; 


I marvel that her grace did leave it out. Aide. 
__ Buck. wy lords, ] think 'twere fit, that now Priace 
ward 


Forthwith from Ludlow, ſhav'd be ſent for home, 

In order to his coronation” 

Nich. By all means, my Lord—Come, let's in to 
Council ; 


And appoint who ſhall be the meſſengers : 


Madam, and you my ſiſter, pleaſe you go 


To give your ſentiments on this occaſion. 


— My Lord, your wiſdom needs no help from 
me. My 


am ee 


ke 
bs, 


a 3 vour 8. 
Nueen, heav Il goo intent! 
1 


Oeertake him for that thinł ſt thou then « 


1 Away, good couſin. 


FS Let me ſee 
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Ge eee, th ler ye” | 


ho' I ſuffer 
97 pay M's rg A „ 


an Rirf.ard. 

Rial. Amen, with all my heart, for mine's. the 
| crown ; , 

And is r pray d the not well, 
' Buck. I hope ſhe propheſ now ſtand fair. 
Rich. Now, by St. Paul, I feel it here—mechinks 

The maſſy wei bt on'r galls thy laden brow ; 

What think'ſ thou, couſin, wer't not an eaſy matter 

To get Lord Stanley's hand to help i; on? | 
Buck. My Lord, I doube that, "for his father's ſake, 

He lv 0p DI » he'll ſcarce be won 

thing agaĩnſt him. 
Tot Poverty, the reward of hace fools 


adtin g; 


Buck. He ſhall be try'd, my 


Who ſhall at ſubtle diftance ſound his thoughts : 
But we muſt ſtill ſuppoſe the worſt may happen: 
What if we find him cold in our deſign ? 

Rich. S we'll ſoon de- 


termine; 
But haſte, and ind out Cateſby, 
That done, follow me to the council-chamber ; 3 
We'll not be ſeen together much, nor have 
It known that we confer in „ 


Buck. I am my Lord. 12 
Nil. Thus .. ay 
My fortune ſmiles, and gives me all that I dare aſk. 

The conquer'd Lady Anne is bound in vows, 

Faſt as the prieſt can make us, we are one. 
The „ his pillow, _ 
Aud 1 aun Le the guardian of his infant heir.” 5 
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The Prince will ſoon be here let him l the crown! 

O yes rürgg fone and Tngpg too, 
New ones made to play wi no coronation, 
No, not no jes about him no kinſmen, — 
Hold ye—where ſhall he keep his court? 


End of the Second A CT. 
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Ne OW, | val couſin, welcome to London, 
| Welcome to — dignitie 


to 
er 


our 
— — 2 


And, far as our true ſorrow will 


—_ 
juſtice i in abler hands ; | 
But be aſſur d of this, fo much 
U NIN 
o do you offices of 3 yet this I know, 
Fl ſooner die, than baſely do you wrong. 
Rich. So wiſe, ſo young, they ſay do ne'er live 
f | . [ Afege. 
y Lords, | 


I thought my mother, and my brother York 
Wou d lon e hare 4 
Say, uncle Glo'fter, if our brother come, | 
Where ſhall we fojourt till our coronation ? | 
Rich. Winkel tan teff royant repel fell: 
22 Sir, ſome day or two 
Your highneſs ſhall e you at the Tower; 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt ft 
For your beſt bealth and recreation. 
N Ed. Why at the Tower? But be it as you pleaſe. 
Buck. My Lord—your brother's grace of Vork. 


Enter Duke au Dutcheſs of York. 


F. Edu. Richard of York ! how fares our deareſt 
brother? (Embracing, 

D. York, O my dear lord! ſo I muſt call you now | 
P. Ede. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is yours. 
Too ſoon be dy'a, who might bave better worn 
That title, which in me will loſe its majeſty. 

Rick. How fares our couſin, noble Lord of Vork? 

D. York. Thank you kindly, dear uncle—O my Lord, 
3 faſt in growth, 1 

2 
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The King my brother has out-growa me far. | 

Kin. He has my Lord. | —_ 
D. York. And therefore is he idle? | 

couſin, I muſt not ſay ſo. | 


Rich. 9 
D. York. Nay, uncle, I don't believe the ſaying: 
| true, | | 

For if it were, you'd be an idle weed. OW. 

+ Rick. How fo, couſin 8 - 
D.? 8 1 have heard folks ſay you grew FF 

Tour teeth wou d gnaw a cruſt at two hours old: 

Now 'twas two years ere I couid get a tooth. | 
Rich. Indeed I find the brat is taught this leſſon 
| Who told thee this, my pretty merry couſin ? | 

D. York. Why, your nurſe, uncle. 

. . Rich. My nurſe, child! ſhe was dead before thou 
D. York. IH *twas not ſhe, I can't tell who told me? | 
Rich. en 

P. Eau. My brother, uncle, will be eroſs in talk. 
Rich. O, I fear not, my Lord, we ſhall never quarrel. 
Dr 


D. York. You mean to bear me —not to bear with 


Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me, 
Becauſe that I am little like an ape, 
He thirks that you ſhou'd bear me on your ſhoulders. 
F. Edw. Fie, brother, I have no ſuch meaning. 
Stan. Wich what ſharp, provided wit he reaſons, 
To mitigate the ſcorn he gives bis uncle, 
He prettily and aptly tauncs hunfelf _ 
4 rare far) 1; nor 
Nich. | „ will you g? 
Myſelf, 2 good couſin Buckingham 
M to your mother, — offer | 
To meet and bid you welcome at the Tower. 6 £ 
D. York. What! will you go to the Tower, my | 
P. Edw. My Lord Protector will have it ſo. 1 
. D. York. 


ſ 


8 


a 


my > bf bY BY „e =_ ET” 


Hel all the fndars 


With — — diſtance — I founded Ha 


"Tikes tn wt 8. 
— Nor any, Sir, 
0 


P. Edw. 1 
To the T 11 5 
[Exeunt all, but Richard and Buckingham. 
Buck. "Think you, my Lord, this little prating Tor 


Was not inflrudted by his ſubtle mother 
To tarnt and ſcorn you thus oppro ? 


brioufly 
Rich, No doubt, no doubt; O i a ſhrewd your 
** 


Stubborn, bold, ry forward and capable : 


om the top to toe; 
Bur let them reft—now what ſa 9% Cateſby ? 


Buck. My Lord, *tis much as I fuſpedted, ad 
He's here himſelf to inform you. 


Enter Cateſby. 
Rich. n 


what news? 5 
Cat. My Lord, to the inftruQtions gi | 


Piercing how far he did affeft your ez 
To which indeed I found him cold, unwilling : 
The fun is this—be feem'd a while to underitand. me 


At len 8 d to anſwer, 

He 2 rather than wron _— 

To whom the crown was due, he'd loſe his own. 
Nich. Indeed! 4 endo pn 

He ſhall be taken care o mean while, Cateſby, 

Be thou near me couſin of Buckingham, 

Let's loſe no time the mayor and citizens 

Are now in buſy y meeting Cle 

Thither I'd have you 
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Derr 
Improve thoſe hints I gave you late to ſpeak of: 1 

But above all, infer the baſtardy | 
2 27 children; 

for a need, thus far come near my perſon; 

"= el. 'em, when my mother went with child of me, | 
My princely farher had then wars in France, ( 
** And by true computation of the time, 
Found, that the iſſue was not his begot, 
« Which in his lineaments too plain appear'd ; -— 
** Being nothing like the noble York m + | | 
„Let 22 ſparingly, as twere ] | 
_ *© Becauſe, my Lord, you know m — | C | 

,_ Doubt not, my Lord, I 62 — 1 

if myſelf might wear the golden 1 
For which 
Rich, Ify ow theive well, bring 1 
Where you ſhall find me ſeriouſly employ” 
With che moſt learned 4 fathers of th yy 

Bac y, to lerve 
Rich. To 1 — thyſelf, my cont, 

For look when I am King, claim thou of me, 
The earidom of Hereford, and all thoſe moveables, 
W hereof the King my brother ſtood poſſeſs'd. 

Nucl. 1 that your grace was boun- 

Rich. I have faid it. 

Buck. I am gone, my Lord. _[FBait. 

Rich. So, Pre ſeeur d -my couſin here. "Theſe 

moveables 


Wil never lex bis braies have reſt ill I am King, . 
A and thence, 4 
To Friar Beuker——hafte, and bid them both 
Attend me here, within an hour at fartheſt ; 

Mean while m private orders ſhall be given Ex. Ca. 


'T oY dmittance to the 
a ae Paul, - "rob hind — 


ſtops wou'd conſcience make 
i Ge es tne the we | 
Come, this conſcience is a convenient fcare-crow ; 


"a; D 4 rot 


It 


«4. \ 
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It guards the fruit which prieſts and wife men taſte, 
ho never ſer it up to fright themſelves ; 

know dis rags, and gather in the face on't, 

While half-ftarv'd ſhallow daws, thro' fear are honeſt. 


R 


Cosſeience * 8 we live by parting with i: ; 
And he thrives beſt, that has the moſt to fpare. 

'T he proteſting lover buys hope with it ; 

And the deluded virgin ſhort-liv'd pleaſure : 

Old grey beards cram their avarice with it; 


** — w'd b dge will dine N 
| ie rather than eat — anc cold: 


The 4 — quits it for deſpotiek ſway, 
The ſtubborn — for una w d rebellion. 
There's not a ſlave but has his ſhare of villain : 


Why then ſhall aſter · ages think my deeds 


As if the gentle nurſe 


Inhuman; fince my worſt are but ambition — 


Even all mankind to fame lev/d ills incline : 
Greet nat Chg grants Jos, ambition's mine, (Exit. 


Euter Lady Anne. 
1. Ame. When, when ſhall 1 have reſtf was mar- 


riage made 
To be the of our offences here ? 
Oh! no—twas meant a bleſſing to the virtuous ; 
It once was ſo to me, tho now my curſe. 
The fruit of Edward's love was ſweet and pleaſing : 
Bue oh ! untimely cropt by cruel Richard ; 
Who rudely having grafted on his ſtock, 
Now — my liſe yield only ſorrow. 


Let me have muſick 
me have to compoſe my Tue mak. 


Ie will not be=nought but the a 
r _w_ 


While [, night after ni 2 with cares lie waking ; 


Had vo d torock peeviſh ſenſe no more. 
* O partial 
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O partial ! can'ſt thou in ſmoaky cottages 
Sebtck 3 s limbs on beds of ſtraw, 
And lay him faſt, cramm'd with diſtreſsful bread ! 
Yet in the ſofteſt breeze of peaceful night, 
Under the canopies of coſtly ſtate, 

Thoꝰ lulF'd with founds of ſweeteſt melody, 


Refuſe 3 yon a princeſs ? 
O mockery of greatneſs! but ſee, | 
He comes, the rude diſturber of my pillow. 


Enter Richard. 
Rich. Ha! flill in tears! ler them flow on! they're 


Of « fabltatiat grieſ—why don't ſhe die? 
She muſt, my incereft won't let her live. 

The fair Elizabeth hath caughe my eye ; 

My heart's vacant, and ſhe hall fill her place. 
They fay, that women have but tender hearts: 
Tis a miſtake I doubt I've found them tou 
'They'll bend indeed - but he muſt ftrain 


em. b 
All I can hope's to throw her into fickneſs, 
That I may ſend her a phyfician's help. 
So, madam, what, you til take care, Iſee, 
To let the word believe I love you not. 
This outward mourning now has malice in't, 
So have theſe ſullen difobedient tears: 5 
Pl have ycu tell the world | doat on you. a 
I. Anne, I with I eou'd - but will not be believ d; 
Have I deſerv'd this ufage ? 
Rich. You have you do not pleaſe me, as at firſt. 
f what horrid crime 


L. Anne. What have I done 
Rich. To me the worſt of crimes, out-liv'd my 


cracks 


committed? 


likin 
I. Ame. If that be erimĩinal, juſt heaven be kind, 
And take me while my penitence is warm: 
O Sir, forgive, and kill me. "BY : 
Rich, Umph! no—the meddling world will call i 
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And I wou'd have em think me pitiful : | 


Now wer't thou not afraid of ſeli-deſtruQion, 
Thou haft a fair excuſe for't. 


L. Ame. How fain wou'd 1 be friends with death, — 
O name ir, 


Rich. Thy huſband's hate—nor do I hate thee only 


From the dull'd edge of ſated appetite, 
But from the eager for 


e I bear fare 1b 


SY vows of dre to me were all difſem- 
Rich. Not one for when I told thee ſo, I lord - 
Thou art the only foul I never yer deceir'd ; | 
And 'tis my honefty that tells thee now, 


With all my heart I hate thee. 


I this have no effect, the is immortal. Aftde. 
L. Anne, Forgive me, heaven, that I forgave this 
man, 
© may my ſtory told in after ages, 


Give warning to our eaſy ſex's ears ; 
May it unveil the hearts — and ſtrike 
Them deaf to their diſfimulated love! 


Enter Cateſby. 


Cat. My Lord his Grace of Buekingham attends 
Your Highneſs pleafure. 

Rich. Wait on bim—T'l expect him here. (Ex. Car 
Your abſence, madam, will be 

L. Anne. Woud my death were ſo— [Eis. 

Rich, It may be ſhortly. 5 


Enter Buckingham. 


my couſin, what ſay the citizens ? 


Buck. Now, by our hopes, my lord, | they are ſenſe- 
leſs ſtones: 


Their hefitating fears have ſtruck them 3 f 
Rich. Touch'dyou the baſtardy of Edward's children? 
Buck. I did, with his eontract to Lady Lucy; 


Nay, his own baſtardy, ne tyranny for trifles ; 


3 Laid 


The Tragica! Hatronr of 
| your victories in Scotland, 
— war, wiſdom in peace ; 


Uaaetd, r Ehe ban 
— when my oration drew cowards a: 
d of chew goo pt their. 


To 
| Rick her — 


= and pale, ſtar'd in his fellow's face ; 
hich, when I ſaw, I reprebended them, | 
And aſk'd the Mayor, what meant this wilful filence 
His anſwer was, the people were not us'd 

To be ſpoken to but by the Recorder ; 

Who then took on him to repeat my words. 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr d; 
But nothing urg'd in warrant for himſelf. 
When he had done, ſome followers of my own, 

At lower end of thy hall, hurPd L 


Wil not the mayor then, and his brethren come 
Buck. — qa 


And be noe ſpoke with, but by mighty ſuit. 
A prayer-book in your hand, my 2 
Standing between two churehmen of 


For on that ground I'll ma ke an holy deſeant: 
Yet be not eaſily won to our requeſts ; 


Seem, like the virgin, fearful of vour wiſhes. 
Rick. My other ſelf my counciPs 


My oracle! my 2 my dear couſin! 
I, as a child, w by thy direction. 


Buck. 
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Buck. tn: 


Buck. Welcome, my Lord, I dance attendance here, 
Fm afraid the Duke will not be ſpoke withal. 5 


Baue, Cateldy. 
— what Lord r 
Cat. — nt your guce 


Nan or neat 


He's now retir'd with two Right Reverend F athers 
Divinely bent to meditation ; 


And in no worldly fuirs 222 


i deep dere, in marters of great: moment, 
importing than our =. 
— ay wo uh bis grace. 
Cat. My Lord, PI! inſtahely inform his highoels, 
Buck. Ab, my grad Lord this Prince is not an 
Edward ; 
He is noe lolling on & lewd love bed, 
Eut on his knees at mettication z; - - 
S brace of ccurterans; 
But with two divines in ſecret praying: 
Happy were n 
Take on hinmſelf the toil of ſoverei 
L. Ay. Happy indeed my l. 
He will not ſure refuſe our proffer d love. 
Bua. Aer e 
. — bope'? 
there, his door opens; now where's-oar 
L. „„ 
— 
| | Buck. 


b i 


4 


0p % 
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Buck. Ay, ay, tis there he's caught—there's his 
L. May. How low he bows to thank em for their 


Fare; | [ 
And ſee! a prayer-book in his hand ! 4 
Buck, Ward he were Keg, wel gite him heave ts 
Mankials I with i for che love he hears the efey. 
How have 1 heard him vow, he thought it hard 
The mayor ſhou'd loſe his title with his office, 
Well, who knows ? he may be won. 


Buck. See, be comes forth—my friends, be reſolute ; 


] know he's cautious to a fault, but do not 
Leave kim till our honeſl ſuit be granted. 


my Ignorance. 
Buck. You have, my Lord ; we with your grace, 
On our entreaties wund amend your fault. 


Rich. Elſe wherefore breathe 1 in a chriſtian land ? 


Buck. Know it i 
The oj that you reſign 
| right of birth, 


| — ar 
in the mildneſs of your 


«© While 
15. 


Ax this juſt cauſe, I come to move your highneſs, 
© Thar on your gracious ſelf you'd take the charge, - 
Aud kingly government of this your land, Tt 


t 


* And make us no doubt happy by bi 
On him I lay what you wou d lay en 
The right and fortune of his happy — 


H fo 


_ that ſor reverence to ſome alive, 


ay Ay by our 


us royal fruit, 
ſtealin 


Which melee by 
Will well become 


Which Heav'n forbid my thoughts ſhould rob hint of. 
Buck. My _ * 9 in your 


. well aint. 


The wb rebate ice ad il, 
You ſay that 


So ſay we too, n 
contracts are of any force, 
That title j gave to Lady Lucy : 
Ev*n of his birth cou'd | feverely ſpeak, 


r tongue. | | 


To wes 
—— child muſt fit too band 


yours, befirting both your wiſdom, and f 
7 . My Lord, r your birth, 


696 — | 


„„ * , 
Rick. Ales! mhy wou'd you benp this care came | & | 


I am unfit for ſtate and maj 
1 thank you for your loves—bur muſt declare We 
Ido beſeech you take it not amiſs) . 
will not! — mutt not yield to you. | P. 
Nel. If —— 12 1 
C 


your 
A 0 * farewel: 


— — ewe pardon | 
For this vain 


Buck. Away, you but eee C 
Qu. Sweet Priace, accept their F 

I. May. If => — 1" 1 OBEY 
Rick, Call him —you will enforce ine to 
A world of . 

— 1 age ind exearies ; 


4 
Couſin of and ogy, grave nes, 
Since you wi ſortune on my back, | 
__—_— —_— — 44 
I muſt have patience to-enduxe the. load 
But if black ſcandal, her foul-ſae'd reproach 
Attend the ſequel of your impoſition, 
Tour meer enforcement ſhall-acquittance me; 
ally wy pray nach 4 md op" iis 
n ITS 
L. Muy. Heav'n quand your grace x we.he-it, nnd 
will fay is, 
© Rich. You will butiſey the truth, my Lund... 
Buck, My lers ſo full, i ſcarce ha vent for words. 


My 
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knee will better ſ 
S 
Rick. Indeed vour words ha ve 


of England ! 
'd me nearly, 


you pleafe—for 
Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your Majeſty, 
| And now we take our leaves with. j 
| n b friends, farewell. 
ES again, 


dream, is aut. 
8 


117 — . an eager hand, o 
To tell me what | dreamt js —_——— 


Thou bright reward of ever-daring minds ; 
Oh! how thy awful glory wraps my ſoul ! 
Nor can the means that got thee, dim thy luſtre: 
For, not mens love, fear pays thee adoration ; 
22 good than evil. deeda. 


youth, that ſir d th Epbefian Dome 
Out, in —— that raiv'd it. 


Conſcience, lie flill, more lives muſt yet be drain'd; 
Crowns got th Sad, nf be ch blood maintain d. 


% 
1 Exit. 


The End of the third Ad. 


ACT 


you will have it ſo. 


[Exeunt all but Richard. 


The Trogical Hivronr of 


_ 
SCENE, the Tower. 


Enter Queen, P. Edward, D. York, Dutch. York, and 
Lady Anne in Tears. 


RAY, Madam, do not leave me yet, 
For I have many more complaints to tell 
y | 


ou, 

And I unable to redreſs the leaft. 

What wou d'ſt thou ſay, my child ? 
1 
nd F 1 
Or ſhocking news has wak d me into tears: 

Pm ſcarce allow'd a friend to viſit me; 

All my old honeſt fervanes are turn'd off; 

And in their roomsare ſtrange ill-natur'd fellows, 
Who look ſo bold, as they were all my maſters ; 

And Pm afraid, they'll ſhortly take you from me. 

Dun. York. O mournful hearing! 

Z. Anne. O! unhappy Prince! 


P. Ede. 


crown, Fd _— 


Deer Lord Stanley. 
San. Madam, I our Majeſty will pardon, 
What I am griev'd ee 41 news? 


- 


Dueen, me! more ſorrow yet] my Lord, wen 
i. abode da ded 
| tar. 


SQ 


RL O > & 
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Stan. On Tueſday laft, your noble kinſmen, Rivers, 


Grey, ce ere pi a at Pomfret 
Were executed on | 


Dutch. York. O diſmal dings! _ 
F. Edw. O poor uncles! . 
L. Anne. Nor mine, I fear far off. 

Queen. Why then let's welcome blood and maſſacre, | 
Yield all our throats to the fierce tyger's rage, 
And Ge hmonnng ane anetharenengs | * 
O1 I foreſaw this ruin of our houſe,  [Weeps. 


| 8 8 Enter Cateſby. 
Cat. Madam, the King 
Has ſent me to inform your Majeſty, 
I hat you prepare (as is ; advie'd from c6uncil) 
o-morrow for your royal coronation, 
Nueen, What do I hear? Support me, Heaven! 
L. Anne. Deſpiteful tidin e Oh wpleaing new! 
Alas, I heard of this before, ® but could not | 
For my foul take heart to tell you of it. 
Cat. "The King does farther wiſh your Majeſty 
Would lefs — 4 your viſits at the Tower; 
He gives me leave rattend you to the court, 
—_ is impatient, Madam, till be ſees you. 
p hag a4 | to all; and thou, poor injur'd Queen, 
70 ive wap unfriendly duty I muſt ro ! 
% Nor think T bak boon — lle, forrom,” 
in þ in our 
Cat m —— 


Lady Anne. I come. 
S. Fare wel, thou woeful welcomer of glory. 
Cat. S hall | attend your Majeſty ? 
I. Anne. Attend me} . 
Let me with deadly venom be anointed, 
And die w men can ag, Lang tive age Queen.- 
_—_ oor in rt! 1 y complaining, 
% No more ta with 2 for 


A hg —— to all. | [Exit wich Car, 
„Sa. 


qo The Trogical Hizrony 'of 

Stan. Take comfart, madam, 

mM Alas, where is it to be found ? 
and deſtruction — 

They thortly mull o'ertake us. 

"C In 

My ſon-in-law the earl of Richmond ſtill 

Reſides, who with a jealous eye obſerves 

The lawleſs actions of a 


He will, Pm ſure, with open 
Dutch. York. Delay not, ma 
For is the anly hope that Heaven ha lefe us PIR 
with me you pleaſe==for 
Mu _ — har 4. — * I 11 
Stan. wou e you, Madam, inftant ö 
To remove the princeſs to ſame N Be 
| Remore abode, where you yourſelf are miſtreſs. = 3 
Hu. Dear Madam, take me hence, for I ſhall | 
Neer enjoy a moment's quiet here. 
D. Teri. ns 9 let me go too. 
then, my ones, let's a 
— re you lie within 23288 
Who watches but th? unguarded hour to ſeize you. 


Enter Lieutenant. 
| os Tag poor dy eB gates me; 


_— — on no account, 


— 4 the King's eſpecial licence,) 


„ » FA kn. ww 


Of what degree ſoever, any 


em? 
If I paſs freely they ſhall follow me. 
For you—Pll take the peril of your fault upon myſelf. 
Lieu. My inclination, Madam, would oblige you; 
But 1 am bound upon oath, and muſt obey : 
Nor, Madam, can I now with ſafety anſwer 
For this continued viſit. 


Pleaſe 


— 


Ys 


King Racuanr the Third. an 
Pleaſe you, my Lord, to read theſe orders. 
Queen. O heav'nly powers! ſhall I not ſtay with em? 


n 
iſe can never bear the pengs of ſuch « partiog. 


children! O — oo in 


O my poor 
3 bid em (as I ſhauld) 


e wy foul. 
hat, muſt you leave us, mother ? 
wm, What all I Ly? LAlde. 


But Be my loves —we ſhall meet again, 


At leaſt in heaven. 


D. York. Won't you take me with you, mother? 
I ſhall be ſo afraid to flay when you are gone. 

. rem, 1 canto ſpeak to'em and yet we muſt 

let theſe kiſſes fay farewel. 

Why! On by! juſt Hear's, muſt thſs be our ut 


+ --+ ——: ee 
Oueen, Li- nn bet Heaven I leave 
'em, 
Hear me, you guardian powers of Innocence i 


Awike ed proce 1 
Still may their helpleſs youth attract mens pity, 
That when the arm of cruelty d rais'd, 


: | Exeunt [cuverally, 


COS the _— 


jo yon” rpg” Oe. 


Rich. Stand all apart—couſin of Buckingham. . 
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Buck. My gracious Sovereign. 
Rich, Give me thy hand; | 
At — 1 thy advice, and thy affiſtance, 
Is Richard ſeated on the Englith throne. 
But fay, my couſin, what 
Shall we but wear theſe glories for a day ? 
Or ſhall they laſt, and we rejoice in em? 


Buck. 1 hope for ages, Sir, long may they grace you. 


Rich, O Buckingham! now do | play the touchſtone, 
To try if thou be a current friend indeed. * 
Young Edu ard lives, fo does his brother York. 
Now think what I would ſpeak. | | 
Buck, Say on, my gracious Lord, 
Rich, I tell thee, Cuz, Pve lately had two ſpiders 
Crawling upon my ſtartled hope: now tho 
Thy friendly hand has bruſfꝰd em from me, 
Yer ſtill they crawl offenſive to my eyes; 
1 wou'd have ſome friend to tread upon em. 
I wou'd be King, my couſin. LF. 
_ - Buch, Why, fo think you are, my royal Lord. 
Rich. Ha! am 1 King? tis ſo - bu: Edward lives. 
Buck, Moſt true, my Lord. 
Rich, Couſin, thou wer't not went to be ſo dull. 
Shall I be plain I wiſh the baſtards deads; 
And I would have it ſuddenly perſorm'd: 
Now, eouſin, can'ft thou anſwer me? 
Buck. None dare refuſe your Highneſs pleafure. 
Rich. 18 methinks thy kindneſs freezes, cou- 
, | 5 
Thou doſt refuſe me then l they ſhall not die. 
Buck. My Lord, fince tis an action cannot be 
Recall d, allow me but ſome pauſe to think, 
Pl inftantly refolve your Highneſs. [Exit 
Cat. The King ſeems angry; ſee he gnaws his lip. 
Rich. Pll henceforth»deal with ſhorter-fighted fools. 
None are for me, that look into my deeds 
— — thinking x rr Nen | 
_ High-reaching Buckingham grows circumſpeQt; 
The beſt ond ts, it may be done without him, 


Tho' 


1 
b 
* 


xit, 
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Tho? not ſo well perhaps had he confenced, 


Why then the murther had been his, not mine. 
We'll make a ſhift as tis come 
Where s that fame Tirrel whom thou told'& me of ? 


hicher, Cateſby : 


ſums of gold I order d? 


LET 
{ 


for breath ? Well, be it ſo. 


Is that the way to woo the filter's love? 
No matter what's the way ſor while they live 
My goodly kin 's on a weak foundation.  , ' 
"Tis done, my daring beart's reſolved They're dead. 
| Enter Buckingham. 

Buck. My Lord, I have confider'd in my mind, | 
The late | that you did ſound me iu. 

Rich, Well, let that reſt—Dorſet is fled to Richmond. 
* Puck. I have beard the news, my Lord. KP 


D 


My Lord, 1 have obey'd Highneſs' orders. as © 
Buck. it pleaſe you to ve me in my ſuit. 
Rich. - rel to my cloſer, Pll meer him. T 
Buck. I beg your Highneſs ear, my Lord. 
Vein. a | Lait. 
„ 5 25 Crag CI 
Was it us 
Oh! if 
Ot thole 
Then ſure 


Fl 


38 


F 


| SCENE, the Tower. 


Tir. Come, Gentlemen, 
Hare you conchaded on the means? 


1 


1 Of innocence may tem 


1 q That to poſſeſs the crown, nor 
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Foreſt. Smothering will make Sir, | 
Bonk. i wi eo on fn 
— 


« Fereft, "Tis and few g well 
ogy {= 
Were all that now ſeem honeſt, deep as we 
© In trouble and in want, they'd all be rogues.” 

Tir. — 


Enter Lieutenant. 


Lieut. I have em, Sir. 221. 
Tir. Then here's your warrant os deliver vs. [Gives 
Lieut. Your ſervant, Sir. 
„What can this mean? why at this dead of ni 
« To give em too! tis not for me Yenquire.” Hatt. 
Tir. There, ſeverally. 
That way you have no farther need of me. [Exennt 


And then the thought of whar 7 

Mens tongues will ſay, of hae their hear ſt think 

Ldoondete | ata ke 
n 1 
Shal when theſe children's tale 
Is told, drop tears in pity of their hapleſs fare, 


| And read ak eel en of , 


The crook-back'd 
And bloody ?—W 


EE © 


Nor human ftopt iy way ?=<awhy let em fay it ; 
e 
1 7 
Toe thre make in your ee e. 


ESI - Enter Tirrel. : 
Tir. "Tis done 3 the barbarous bloody act is done. 
Hi ! the King—his coming hither at this 
Late hour, ſpeaks him impatient for the welcome news. 

Run Richard. 

. Rich. Now, my Tirrel, how are the brats diſpos'd ? 
Say am I happy? Haſt thou dealt upon em? 
Tir. If to! ve done the thing gave in charge 
Beger your bappineſa, then, Sir, be happy, 


Por it is 


ich, Good news, or bad, that thou com'ſt in ſo 
y? Car. 
. 


re ee 


* 
o 
] 


"FP 


King Rriomany the Third. & 
„M. fled to Richmond, 
* td wich the v — 


Then expedition 
1 


Lr. council Mieid, 
RN r the field, [Exits 


Enter Queen and Dutcheſs of York. 


Queen. poor children—O my tender babes g 
My an hey I am pluck'd by er hands: 
If yet your gentle ſouls fly in the air, 
And be not fix d in doom perpetual; 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation. 
Why ſlept their guardian angels, when this deed was 

cane } 

Dutch. York. So many miſeries have drain'd my eyes, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ſtill and mute z 
Why ſhou d calamity be full of words? ' 
Queen. — 8 'em ſcope, for tho they can't re- 


Vet do they — 
— Why then, let us be loud in exclams- 


To Richard 4 haſte, and pierce him with our cries ; 

That from henceforth his conſcience may out- tongue 

** The cloſe whiſpers of his relentleſs — 

Hark ! his trumpet founds—this way he muſt paſs. 

[Trumpets ſound @ march, 
Auen. Alas! Pre not the daring to confrort him. 
Dutch, York. IJ have a mother's right, PI force him 
hear me, 


Enter Richard and Cateſby. 
Rick, Who intereępts 2 in my expedition? 


; : 7 
D. . 
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Dutch. York. Doſt thou not know me? Art thou not 
- 17 ſoa ? _ | | 

Rich. 1 cry you mercy, Madam, is it you? 
Dutch. York. Art thou my fon? 8 

Rich. Ay, I thank Heav'n, my father, and yourſelf, 
Dutch. York, Then I command thee hear me. 
Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 
Dutch. York, Stay, PII be wild and gentle in my 

words. | 


Rich. And brief, good mother, for I am in haſte. 
| Dutch. York. Why, I have ftay'd for thee (juit Heav'n 
knows) RE 
In torment and agony. | 
Rich, And came I not at laſt to comfort you ? 
Dutch. York. No, on my ſoul, too well thou know'ft it. 
A grievous burthen was thy birth to me, 
rr 
R | man aring, „an 
I age confirm'd, molt ſubtle, proud and bloody. 
Rich. If I am ſo diſgracious in your eye, 
Let me march on, and not offend you, Madam 
Strike up the drum. — 
Dutch. York. Yet ſtay, I charge thee hear me. 


Queen. If not, hear me—for I have wrongs will 


Without a tongue - methinks the h 
Of me ſhould turn thee into 8 aght 
Where are my children, Richard ? | 
Dutch. York. Where is thy brother Clarenee ? 
Queen. Where Haſtings? 
Dutch, York Rivers? 
Queen. Vaughan? | 
Dutch, York,” Gray ? 
Rich, A flouriih, ſtrike alarum drums, 
Let not the heavens hear theſe tell-tale women 
Rail on the Heaven's anointed—Strike, I ſay : 


[ Alurum of drums and trumpets. 


Either be patient, and entreat me fair, | 
Or with the clamorous report of war 8 
us 
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* Thus will I drown your exclamations. 
Dutch. Nri. Then hear me, Heav'n; and at his 
lateſt hour 

Be deaf to him, as he is now to me, 

Ere from this war he turn a conqueror, 

Ye powers, cut off er 

Leſt his black ſins riſe higher in account, 

Than hell has pains to puniſh. 

Miſchance and ſorrow ok thee to the field, 

Heart's diſcontent, languid and lean deſpair, 

With all the hells of guilt purſue thy ſteps for ever! 

[Exit. 

Queen. That he mane cauſe, yet much leſs power 


Abides in —.— ſay Amen to her. 
Rich. Seay, Madam, I would beg ſome words with 


Queen, What can't thou aſk, that 1 have now ts 
grant ? 


Ist nut Son ? Richard, I have none. 
Rich. Tow have a beauteous daughter, calld Eliza- 
h. 


— Queen. Muſt ſhe die too? 
—_— Rich. For whoſe fair ſake Pil bring mere good to 
you, 
Than ever you or y pop om we ted heres, 
So in the L-the of th angry ſoul 
Thou'lt drown the ſad remembrance of thoſe wrongs, 
Which thou ſuppoſeſt me the cruel cauſe of 
Jueen. Be brief, leſt that the proceſs of thy kin ine ſs 
Laſt longer telling than thy kindneſs date. | 
Rich. Know then, that from my ſoul I love the fair 
Elizabeth, and will, with your perauſſion, 
Sear her on the throne of England. 
ucen. Alas! vain man, how can'ſt thou woo her? 
Rich. That I wou'd learn of you, 
As one being beſt acquainted with ber humour. 
Queen. If thou wilt learn of me, then woo her thus; 
Send to her by the man that ki]! her brothers, 
A pair of bieeding heart —thereon engrave 
C 3 Edward 


f 


22828 


© Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
J tender not the fair Elizabeth ! 
ppineſs and mine ; 


intent, > 

in ſome time to let my child eſcape bun. 
I ſha be fo. - oy | = 
1 have conſider d, Sir, of your important wiſhes, 
And cou d | believe you rea 

Rich. Now by the ſacred hoſts of ſaints above 

Queen, O do not ſwear, my Lord, I aſk no oath, 
Unleſs my daughter doubts ycu more than I. 
Rick. O my kind mother, (I muſt call you ſo) 


B 
P 
P 
A 
1 
B 
A 
7 
. 
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I be, 
Nor my deſerts but what J will deſerve. 
And when this warlike arm ſhall have chaſtis d 


gar 
And lead 

L in ſome few 
To ETD SED ane 


Till when be happy as you're penitent. 
Rich, My heart goes with you to my love, farewel. 


——— — 


Well, Lord, what news have d? 
dan. Richmond | is on the ſeas, you —_— 


Rich, There ler bis Gnk=—and be the fear as kim, 


RIDES — what does a 8 
tan, not, mi Sovereign, | 
Rick. Well, as you 7 

Stam. Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Morton, 


He makes for England, here to claim the crown. 
* 
* 
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To beat him back ? Fs. 

Where be thy tenants, and thy followers | 

'The foe upon our coaſt, and thou no friends to meet 
'em | 7 

Or haſt thou march'd them to the weſtern ſhore, 

To give the rebels conduct from their Ships? | 
Stan. My lord, my friends are ready all th' North, 
Rich, The North! why, what do they do !'th* North, 

When they ſhould ferve their Sovereign in the Weſt ? 
Stan. hey yet have had no orders, Sir, to move; 

If "tis your royal pleaſure they ſhou'd march, 

Il lead em on with utmoſt haſte to join vou; 

Where, and what time your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 

Nich. What, thou would't be gone to join with 

Richmond ? 5 

Stan. Sir, you've no cauſe to doubt my loyalty, 

I ne'er yet was, nor ever will be falſe. 

Rich. Away then to thy friends, and lead em on 

To meet me—hold, come back — will not truſt thee. 

Pe thought a way to make thee ſure —your ſon, 

George Stanley, Sir, Pl] have him left behind, 

And Took your heart be firm, 

Or elſe his head's aſſurance is but frail. 

Stan. As I prove true, my Lord, fo deal with him. 


[Exit. 
Enter Rateliff. 
Rat. My Lord, the army of the great Buckingham 
By ſudden floods, and fall of waters, 


Is balf loſt, and ſcatter'd ; 

And he himſelf wander'd away alone, 

No man knows whither. 
Rich. Has any careful cflicer proclaim'd 

Reward to him that brings the traytor in. SC! 
Rat. Such proclamation has been made, my Lord. 

Enter Cateſby, 
Cat. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Rich. Off with his head—fſo much for Buckingham. 
Cat, My Lord, I am forry I muſt K 
- ich 


OZ ON 292%22 
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= Ne Ev af Ri hmond, with a mizhry power 
. The Earl of Ric ith a mizhry þ 
Is landed, Sir, at Milford ; 
And to confirm the news, Lord Marquis Dorſet, 
And Sir 'Thomas Lovel, are up in Yorkſhire. 1 
Rich. Why, ay, this looks rebellion— Ho! my horſe ? 
By Heav'n, the news alarms my ftirring ſoul ! | 
And as the wretch, whoſe fever-weaken'd joints, 
Like ſtrengthleſs hinges, buckle under life, 
* Imparient of his fit, breaks like a fire, | 
From his fond keeper arms, and ſtarts away: 
* Ev'n ſo theſe war- worn limbs grown weak 
From war's diſuſe, being now enrag'd with war, 
Feel a new fury, and are thrice themſelves” 
Come forth, my honeſt ſword, which here | yow, 
By my ſoul's hope, ſhall ne'er again be ſheath'd: 
Neer ſhall cheſe watching eyes have needful ret, 
Till death has clos'd em in a glorious grave, 


Or fortune giv'n me meaſure of revenge. Exit. 


End of the Fourth A C T. 


ere. 
SCENE L 


Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others. 


Richm. Hs far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment. 


| Richard, the bloody and devouring boar, 


Whoſe ravenous appetite has ſpoil'd your fields, 
Laid this rich country waſte, and rudely cropt 
Irs ripen'd hopes of fair poſterity, 

Is now even in the centre of the iſle, 
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As we're inform'd, an whe Than 8 Belge 
From Tuzrworth thither, is but ene Day's March 
| And here receive we from our Faber. Stanley, 

nes o comfort and encouragement, 
| Und ex ONE animate our cauſe, 
* On which 217 = 
S 
Or fame more laſting 

Oxf. ISSN 2 warm 


Who look'd, 1 but cold before—diſhearten'd 
With the numbers of the foe. 

Richm, Why, double en ſtill, our cauſe wou'd con- 

em. | 

Thrice is be arm'd that has his quarrel juſt, 
And he but naked tho? lock d up in ſteel, 
Whoſe conſcience with injuſtice n corrupted : 
The very weight of Richards guilt thall cruſh bim. 
Blunt. His beſt of friends, no doubt will foon be oure, 
Oxf. He has no friends, but what are ſuch thro fear. 
Richm And we no foes, but what are ſuch to heav'n, 
Then doubt not, heav'n's for us—ler's on, my friends, 


True lupe neer tires, but mounts with Eagle's wings ; 
_ Kings * C:cb, and meaner creatures Kings. 
(Exeunt. 


SCENE, Befworth Field. 


Enter Richard, Norfolk, Raicliff, Surry, G. 


Rick. Here pitch our tent, een in Boſworth feld: 
922 Lord of Norfolk, ä 

your ſupply has merited my thanks. 

Nerf. | am rewarded, Sir, in having power 


| To ſerve your majeſty. 


Rich. You have our thanks, my Lord, up with my 


tent. 


Here will 1 lie to-night--but where to-morrow ? well 
| 15 
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No matter where—Has any careful friend 


Ref ML the number of the rebels? 
Lord, as I from certain ſpies am well 
Wn My Lord, a rom cri 


Utmoſt power. 
Sn 
Beſide, s name is a tower 
Which X upon the adverfe — want. 
een 


Of motion, liſe and — but know 
How wretchedly their men diſgrace the field; 
Oh ſuch a tatter d hoſt of mounted fcare-crows l 

So poor, ſo famiſh'd ; their executors, 

The greedy crows, fly hovering o'er their heads, 
at for their lean inheritance. | 
Rich. Now, _ we'll fend em dinners and 


Nay, ne their faſting horſes provender, 
Anda he — long muſt we ſtay, 
My Lords, theſe deſperate fools will give 
Us time to lay om whcdtderr faces upwards? 
* their famine ſaves our ſwords that 
| r, 
To-morrow's ſun will lighe em to their ruin; 
So ſoon, I hear, they mean to give us battle. 
EKich. "The ſooner Hill the beiter Come, my Lords, 
Now let's ſurvey the vantage of the ground. 
4 
0 y graCious Lord 
— wy yt Gon, Norfolk ? 
Mi adviſe your Majeſty, you 
dall 1 13 head pk i 
Rich. How fo, my Lord ? 
Norf. The poor condition of the rebels tell me, 
That on a pardon offer'd to the lives 
Of thoſe who inſtantly ſhall quit their arms, 
Young — ere to-morrow's dawn were friend 


C 2 Rich, 
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Rich. Why that indeed was our ſixth Harry's way, 
Which made his reign one ſcene of rude commotion, 
Pll be in men's deſpite a monarch ; no, 

Let Kings that fear, forgive=blows and revenge for 
| me. | . [Exeunt. 
Enter Richmond, Oxford, - Sir William Brandon, 
| &c. 


Rich. The weary ſun has made a golden ſet, 

And by yon ruddy brightneſs of the clouds, 
Gives 1 of a goodly day to-morrow. 
Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear my ſtandard. 
Here have I 2 the model of 2 
Which parts in juſt proportion our ſmall power: 
Here . leader know his ſevera] — 
My Lord of Oxford, you Sir Walter Herbert, 
And Sir William Brandon, ſtay with me; 

Sold. Sir, a gentleman who calls himſelf Stanley, 
Defires admittance to the Earl of Richmond. 

Rich. Now by our hopes my noble father-in law : 
Admit him—my good friends, your leave a while, 


Enter Lord Stanley, 


My honour'd father ! on my ſoul, 

The joy of ſeeing you this night, is more 

Than my moſt tow'ring hopes preſag d — what 
news ? 


Stan. I by commiſſion bleſs thee from thy mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good. 
"The Queen too, has with tears of joy conſented 
Thou thould' eſpouſe Elizabeth her daughter, 

At whom the tyrant Richard cloſely aims. 

In brief for now the ſhorteſt moment of 

* My ſtay is bought with hazard of my life,” 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning, 

For fo the ſeaſon of affairs requires,” 

Aad this be ſure of, I, upon the firſt 


Occafion 


«a at $0 twat © 


at 


Well, Sirs, to-morrow proves a buſy day ; 
Hut come, the night's far fpent==!et's into council; 
Captain, an hour before the ſun gets up 


| To Stanley's regiment ; bid him fore ſun-riſe 
Meet me with his power, or young George's head 
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Occaſion offer d, will deceive ſome eyes, 
And aid thee in this doubtful ſho:k of arme, 
In which I had more forward been ere this, 


But that the life of thy young brother G 


(Whom for my pawn of faith ſtern Richard keeps) 
Wou' d then be forfeit to his wild revenge. 
Farewell, the rude enforcement of the time 
Denies me to revive thoſe vows of love, 
Which ſo long-ſunder'd friends ſhou'd dwell upon. 
Richm, We may meet again, my Lord 
Stan. Till then, once more farewel——be reſolute, 
| and conquer, | 
Richm. Give him ſafe conduct to his regiment. 


Let me be wake dl will in perſon walk 
From tent to tent, and early cheer the ſoldiers. 
[Exeunt, 
| SCENE, Boſworth-Field. 
Enter Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Cateſby. 
Rich, Careſby. 
Cat, Here, my Lord. 
Rich, Send out a purſuivant at arms 


Shall p iy the forſeit ef his cold delay; 

What, is my beaver eaſier than it was, 

And all my armour laid into my tent ? 
Cat. It is, my Liege; all is in readineſs. 
Rich, Good Norfolk hie thee to thy charge ; 


| Uſe careful warch—chuſe truſty centinels. 


Norf. Doubt not, my Lord. 
Rich. Be ftirring with the lark, good Norſolk. 
Nerf. I ſhall, my Lord Exit. 
Rich. Saddle white Surry for the field to · morrow. 

Is ink and paper ready? TR 
Cat, It is, my Lord. 


R >, 
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Rich. An hour after midnight, come to my tent, 
And help to arm me -a good night, my friends, 1 
Cat. Methinks the king has not that d alacrity, 
Nor cheer of mind we. was wont 4 --w 
Rat. The meer effect of buſineſs ; | 
You'll find him, Sir, another man i' th field, 
When you ſhall ſee him with his beaver up, 
Ready to mount his neighitg ſteed, with whom 
He, ſmiling, feems to have ſome wanton talk, 
Clapping his pamper'd fides to hold him ſtill; 
Then with a motien ſwift, and light as air, 
Like fiery Mars, be wane be le fade» : 
Looks terror to the foe, and courage to his ſoldiers, 
Cat. Good night to Richmond then; for, as | hear, 
His numbers are ſo few, and thoſe fo ſick, 
And famiſh'd in their march, if he dares fight us, 
He jumps into the fea to cool his fever; 
But come, tis late No let's to our tents, 
We've few hours good before the trumpet wakes us. 


Rick, Tis now the dead of night, and half the world 
Is with a lonely ſolemn darkneſs hung; 
Jet 1 (fo coy a dame is ſleep to me) 
With all the weary courtthip of 
My eare · tir d thoughts can't win her to my bed; 
* Tho” ev'n the ſtars do wink, as *twere, with over- 
watchin "Is 
I'll forth, and walk a while the air's refreſhing, 
And the ripe harveſts of the new-mown hay 
Give it a 3 and wholeſome odor: 
How awfzl is this gloon and hark, from camp to 
Can | 
The hum of * army ſtilly ſounds 
That the fixt centinels almoſt receive 
I be ſecret whiſpers of each others watch : ; 
Steed threatens i:ee4 in high and boaſtful neighings, 
Piercing the night's dull ear hark, from the _—_ 
e 


[Ex:unt. 


J 
( 
| 


Y 


Twas but my fancy, or perhaps the wind, 
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The armourers g the knights, | 
22 elink hace > — —_— 
ive dreadful note preparation; ſome, 
Like 1 by their fres of warch, | 
With patience fit, and inly ruminate 
The morniag's von Hleav'n, my ſtern 
Im chides this tardy-gated nd, To 
Who, ke « foul, and vg) wc, dar limp 
So — away All to my couch, 


— And! ance mere Ty is her into mon ning. 


[Lies down ; a Groan is heard. 
Ha ! what means that diſmal voice ? ſure tis 
The echo of ſome yawning grave, 

That teems with an untunely ghoit—'tis gone ! 


Forcing his entrance thro? ſome hollow cavern, 


No matter what - feel my eyes grow heavy. [Sleeps. 


Enter Henry's Ghoſt, Lady Anne's Ghoſt, and the 
Ghoſts of the young Princes riſe. 


Hen. O thou ! whoſe unrelenting thoughts, not all 
The hideous terrors of thy guilt can ſhake, 


W hoſe conſcience, with thy body, ever ſleeps, 
Sleep on, while I, by Beads high ordinance, 


In dreams of borror wake ” irighted ſoul: 


Prin, Bikers, d dream on, and fee the wandring 
pirits | 

Of thy young nephews, murder d in the Tower: 
Cou'd not our youth, our innocence perſuade 
Thy cruel hears to ſpare our aaa lives ? 
Who, but for thee, alas, might have enjoy'd 
Our many promis d years of happineſs. 
No ſoul, fave thine, but pities our miſuſage ; 
O'rwas a cruel deed ! therefore alone, 
Vopirying, unpity'd ſhalt thou fall. 


L. me. 
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L. Anne. Think on the wrongs of wrecked Anne, 


thy wiſe, 
_ Evan in the battle's heat remember me; 
And edgeleſs fall thy ſword——defpair and die. 
Hen. The morning's dawn has ſummon d me away; 
Now, Richard, wake in all the hells of guilt ; 
And let that wild deſbair, which now does prey 
Upon thy mangled thoughts, alarm the world! 
Awake, Richard, awake, to guilty minds 
A terrible exainple. All Ghoſts fink, 
Rich. Give me a horſe bind up my wounds l 
Have mercy, Hca''n! ha! ſoft! twas but a dream 
But then ſo terrible, it ihakes my ſoul : 
Cold drops of ſweat hang on my trembling fleſh ; 
My blood grows chilly, and I freeze with horror. 
O tyrant conſcience ! how do'ſt thou afflit me ? 
When I look back, *tis terrible retreating : 
I cannot bear the thought, nor dare re ; 
I am bur man, and fate, do thou diſpole me. 
Who's there ? A 


Enter Cateſby. 


Cat. Tis I, my Lord. he village cock 

Has thrice done ſalutation to the morn ; 

Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour, 
Rich. O Cateſby ! 1 have had ſuch horrid dreams. 
Cat. Shadows, my Lord—below the ſoldier's heed- 


in 
Rich. Now my this day's hopes=———ſhadows 
| to-night | 
Have ftruck more terror to the foul of Richard, 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand ſoldiers, 
Arm'd all in proof, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 
Cat. Be more yourſelf, my Lord: conſider, Sir, 
Were it but known a dream had frighted you, 
How would your animated foes preſume ont ? 
Rich, Periſh that thought=no never be it ſaid, 
That fate itſelf cou'd awe the ſoul of Richard. 3 
| i | lence, 


a... tk. A: two 
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Hence, babbling dreams, you alrectes hore in waie ; 
Conſcience avaunt, Richard's himſelf again 
Hark ! the ffrill trumpet ſounds, to horſe, away, 
My foul's 3 in arms, and eager for the fray. Exit. 
Enter Richmond, Oxford, Soldiers, cc. 
Richm, Halt. 
Sol. „ N ! 
Rich. How i it unto the morning, friends? 
Oxf. Near four, my Lord. 
Richm, "Tis = hr glad to find we are ſuch early 


ſtirrers. 
Oxf. Methinks the foes leſs forward than we thought 
em: 
Worn, as we are, we brave the field beſore em. 
Richm. Come, there looks life i in ſuch a cheerful 


haſte 

If dreams ſhould animate a ſoul reſoly'd, 
Pm more than pleas'd with thoſe Pve had to-night ; 
Methought that all the ghoſts of them, whoſe bodies 
Richard murder'd, came mourning ro my tent, 
And rouz'd me to revenge em. 

Oxf. A good omen, Sir—hark, the trumpet of 
The enemy: It ſpeaks them on the march. 

Richm, Why then ler's on, my friends, to face 'em ; 
In peace there's nothing ſo becomes a man 
As mild behaviour and humility : 
PFF 

us be in our fierce de 3 
For me, 2 * of my bold nempe = 
Shall be this body on the — cold 
But if we thrive, the glory of the _ 
The meaneſt here ſhall ſhare his part of 
Advance your ſtandards, draw your willi g ſwords, 
Sound drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully, 
The words faint-George, Richmond, and Victory. 
[Exit, 


Enter Richard, Cateſby, &c. 
Rich. Who ſaw the ſun to-day ? 
Cat. He has not yet broke forth, my Lord. 


Rich, 
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Rich. Then he diſdains to fhine-—for by the clock 
He ſhou'd have brav'd the eaſt an hour ago: 
Not ſhine to-day ! why, what is that to me 
More than to Richmond ? For the ſelf- ſame Heav'n 
That frowns on me, looks low'ring upon- him. 
| Enter Norfolk with a Paper. 
Norf. Prepare, my Lord, the foe is in the field. 
| — Come, buſtle, buſtle, capariſon my horfe, 
Call forth Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power ; 
Myſelf will lead the ſoldiers to the plain. [Exit Cat. 
Well, Norfolk, what think'ſt thou now? 
Norf. That we ſhall cor quer - but on my tent 
This morning early was this paper found. 
Rich. [Reads.] 
I of Norfolk, be not tco bold, 
or Di thy Maſter is boug/ and ſold. 
A weak invention of the enemy 3 
Come, Gentlemen, now each man to his charge; 
And ere we do beſtride our foaming fteeds, 
Remember whom you are to cope withal, 
A ſcum of Britains, Raſca:s, Run-a-ways, 
Whom their o'er-cloy'd country voinits forth 
To deſperate adventures, ard aſſur d deſtruction: 
lk we be conquer'd, let men conquer us, 
And not theſe baſtard Britains, whom our fathers 
+ Have, in their own land, beaten, fpurn'd, and 


trod on, | 
% And left em on record the heirs of ſhame : 
Are theſe men fit to be the heirs of England?” 
| Emer Careſby. 
What ſays Lord Stanlez—will he bring his power? 
Cat. He does refuſe, my Lord—-he will not, Sir,— 
Rich, Off with his ſon Geo ge's head : 
Nerf. My Lord, the foe's alrea ly paſt the marſh— 
After the battle, let young Stanley die. | 
Rich. Why, after C it then. 


A thouſand hearts are ſwelling in my boſom ; 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head, X 


SY o foo — 
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Spur your yroud hevſes hand, end ride in dived, 


> os. 
» mipire me wit rage : 
Upon em charge - follow me.  [Exount. 
Rich. bes > young Richmond, ho! tis Rich- 
. I hate thee, Har b for ihy Mond of Lazcalter ; 
Now, Sow 0h in di thee Hem ay found, | 
Now while the angry trumpet ſounds alarms, = 


And dead men's groans tranſpierce the wounded 
air ;” | 


poſite to danger: 
His horſe is ſlain, po DoS he 


Rich. A horſe! a horſe! my kingdom for = horſe. 
Rat. "ny ways 0 0p. Us Lord below yea 


ic 

Stands a ſwift horſe—away, ruin purſues us; . 

Withdraw, my Lord, for only flight can ſave you. 
Rich. Slave ! I have ſet my life upon a caſt, 

And I will ſtand the hazard of the die: 

I think there be fix Richmonds in the field, 

Five have | ſlain to-day inſtead of him: 

An horſe! an horſe! my kingdom for an borfe. 


Rementer 
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Re-enter Richard, and Richmond meeting. 

/, Of one, or both of us the time is come. 

Ric/um, 1 I thank thee, for my cauſe 
18 5 

If Richard's fit to live, let Richmond fall. | 
Rich. Thy gallant bearing, Harry, I cou'd plaud, 

But that the ſpotted rebel ftains the ſoldier. | 

| Richm, Nor ſhou'd thy proweſs, Richard, want my 


2 | 
But that thy cruel deeds have ſtampt thee tyrant. 
So thrive my ſword, as Heaven's high vengeance drawsit. 
Rich. My ſoul and body on the action both. 
Richm, A dreadful lay=——bere's to decide it. 
(Fight; Richard falls, 
Rich. Perdition catch thy arm—:he chance is thine. 
But oh ! the vaſt renown thou haft 2cquir'd, : 
In ing Richard, does afflict him more 
Than ev'n his body's parting with its ſoul, 
Now let the world no longer be a ſtage, 
To feed contention in a lirg ring act; 
But ler one ſpirit of the born Cain - 
Reign in all boſoms; that each heart being ſet 
On bloody actions, the rude fcene may end, 
And d:rknefs be the burier of the dead! [Dies. 
 Richm F 1 Aaapuwats — — dreadful end 
May future ki n tyranny be warn'd ! 
Had thy af; ns foul but ftirr'd in virtue, 
With half the ſpirit it has dar'd in evil, 
How might thy fame have grac'd our Engli/h annals ! 
But as thou art, how fair a page thou'ſt blotted ! 
Hark | the glad trumpets ſpeak the field our own. 


Enter Oxford, Lord Stanley, an I Soldiers with Richard's 


O welcome friends! my noble father welcome ; 
Heav's and our arms be praiv'd, the day is ours. 
See there, my Lords, ftern Richard is no more. 


Stan, 
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Her beau eous daughter, ſome few miles off, are 
Oa their way to gratulate your victory. 


King RicHarD the Third. 65 
Stan. Victorious Richmond, well haſt thou acquit- 
| ted thee ! | 
And ſee, the juſt reward that heav'n has ſent thee : 
Among the glorious ſpoils of Boſworth field, 
We've found the crown, which now in right is thine : 
*Tis doubly thine, by conqueſt and by choice. 
Long live Henry the ſeventh, King cf England! 
Richm, Next to juſt Heav'n, my noble countrymen, 
1] owe my thanks to you, whoſe love Pm proud of, 
And ruling well ſhall ſpeak my gratitude. | 
But now, my Lords—what friends of ours are miſſing ? 
Pray tell me, is young George Stanley living ? 
Stan. He is, my Liege, and ſafe in Leiceſter town, 
Whither, if you pleaſe, we may withdraw us. 


Euter Blunt. 
Blunt. My Lord, the Queen, and fair Elizabeth 


Richm. Ay, there indeed my toil's rewarded :- 
Let us re to meet em, Lords and then, 
As we're already bound by ſolemn vows, 

We'll rwine the roſes red and white together, 
And both from one kind ftalk ſhall flouriſh ; 
England has long been mad and ſcarr'd herſelf, 
The brother blindly ſhed the brother's blood ; 
The father raſhly Caughter'd his own fon; 
The bloody ſon, compelPd, has kill'd his fire. 
O, now, let Henry and Elizabeth, 

The true ſucceeders of each royal houſe, 
Conjoin'd together, heal thoſe deadly wounds : 
And be that wretch of all mankind abhorr'd, 
That would renew thoſe bloody days again ! 


Ne er let him live to taſte our joys increaſe, © | 
That xcou'd wwith Treaſon wvound fair England's peace 
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I SONG. 
Tune of, Ta'k no more of Whig and Toy. 


is frail, charms muſt fail ; 
r wenches then wou d chooſe 
* time, 


their prime; 
Waiting fil for dead mens ſhoes ? 


— prudes Wa 
A wes — not—-chu—your bluſhe—with a 
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Ere | d, the wiſe matron reckon'd, 
— with « fecond ! | | 
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Love's kindling embers, tinder-like, took flame ! 


And well ſhe acted the Ephefian Dame! 
For ſure no modiſh Belle ſhou'd waſte her 
Like funeral lamps, ſhut in a ſenſeleſs tomb ! 

She ſhriek'd ſhe wept, took hartſhorn, cut her ſtays, 
Poor widows find,; whoſe Dears to Heav'n are flown, 
Tis a moſt aukward thing to lie alone ! 

While all with juſtice plead the exeuſe =—— 
"Tis hard, moſt hard, to quit a filthy uſe! © 


IL SONG.  [Airleton.) 
; I. 
Were women legiſlators, 
ſhou'd keep us then in awe: 
Finely wou'd we manage ma 


And our will be all our law! 


II. 


Were the world thus ruPd by beauty; 
Ever fluttꝰring night and day, 

Teaching men, our ſlaves, their duty, 
How we'd dreſs, and dance, and play! 


O fay——twas not ſo decent=={pouſe juſt dead 

I To take the reeking murd'rer to her bed 
But p'ſhaw—who dares, —what coxcomb ſo uncivil 

To give a fine young lady to the Devil? 

Tho' crook-back'd Pick was not a tempting prize, 

Vet, faith, his crown lock'd lovely in her eyes! 

—fir'd * ſuch hope, what ſqueamiſh minx cou'd 

cCeirofſs it, 

Or take a poiſon'd bow! for a ſack · poſſet? 


Who, 
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'Who, like fome heroine, i 


In ancient times, when ladies read 


horrid==ſhockin 
Unlike our Belles, the pious Dames of yore 
| Preferr'd a pra yr. book to a matadore ; 


1 1 


ide att 
Would loſe ſubſtantial bliſs——for empty lory ? 


W ho'd chooſe a winding-ſheet for nuptia|-bed ? 
You modern fair ones are much better bred——— 


romances, 

Such crotches and ehimæras filld their fancies ! 

Meer female pedants were the nymphs of old ; 

Languid their thoughts, and conſtitutions cold ; 

With philoſophic airs they ſpoiP'd their features, 
reſs—moſt 


In mien and d g creatures, 


Fond of hte oves, and meads, and purling brooks, 
geo Er 


How is * — taſte, 
On worthy objects el ! 
Dublin, in all 2 pleaſures 1 


Scorns the dull — wat _ the mind ! 


Bow, proſtrate, bow! lo! 3 veure her md 

Footmen and Beaux, your ſoverei 

Haſte from our theatres, which, out of =_ 

Moft impudently tries to pleaſe with reaſon! 

From ſenſe and Shak-/pear, fly—each Pretty felloto 

To Seignior Scaramouch and Punchinello ! 

Fly to your wooden-brethren—O mon dien 

Bleſt, ye Touptes, with no more brains, than you! 

Away, 1 where our cuarſe ſcenes can'tf 
e 

Where Italy pol politer arts invite ye, | 

And decent poſtures on the rope delight ye! 


L 70 J TR 
M SONG. [Black Joke] 
O! in eur town what raree-ſhows 


Engage the ladies, and ebe the beaux? 
Wu a long pole, and wich limbs ſo bare: 
See ! the bold Amazon mounts.on high, 

To dance, and to bounce, to friſk and to fly, 

Wien n and motion ſo rare l 

Now ſwingi =; 
She modeſtly 
— Sages 1 | 
How folks make love in Italy; 
With long pole, and with limbs ſo bare. 


